and is only half-way to her mother's appreciation
of the importance of photographs. To the youngest
daughter, however, I am afraid the Tatkr is but a
closed book.   Whether she has seen an earwig or
some private fancy we cannot tell. The second son
has been birds'-nesting.  They were lucky enough
to catch him for the picture, and stood him there,
but there was not time to brush his hair. He waits
until it is over, and will be off again as soon as it is.
Meanwhile   he   remains   quiescent   and   without
thought, with some faint forecast of the blank
paternal eye.  The youngest boy is the interesting
one. He has had his hair safely brushed by Nannie
in the nursery, and has been delivered into his
mother's  theatrical   embrace.    Observe  how  his
behind sticks out, and with what an internal con-
vulsion he glares upon the photographer. He does
not know what the devil they are all doing. What
phobias, what indignant conclusions he will arrive
at in this infant crisis, we can only guess,
So far the Family, but there is still the house and
the extraordinary statuary : there is still the dachs-
hund living its own life and the gardener in the
background doing heaven knows what with his
straw hat. Perhaps it is not a gardener, but an
unde. If so, there may be a strain of madness at
the Manor House.
I am afraid I have outstayed my welcome in this
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